The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 
Cunning folk of Pendle forest. 


In the heart of Pendle Forest, nestled amidst the ancient oaks and hidden within the shadows, 
lived a group of remarkable individuals known as the Cunning Folk. These enigmatic healers 
and wise folk had practices their craft for generations, carrying the torch of ancient wisdom and 
mystical knowledge that had been passed down through the ages. 

The Cunning Folk of Pendle Forest were a close-knit community, bound by their unique abilities 
and their shared purpose: to aid their fellow villagers in times of need. They were the healers, 
the diviners, and the protectors against the dark forces that occasionally plagued the region. 
Their practices were both a source of solace and wonder for the people of Pendle. 

At the heart of this community was Eliza, a woman whose reputation as a cunning woman was 
unmatched. With eyes as deep as the forest itself and a mane of raven-black hair that cascaded 
like a waterfall, she was seen as both a wise sage and a beacon of hope. Eliza was well-versed in 
the secrets of herbs and remedies, able to heal ailments that had baffled even the most learned 
physicians. 

One chilly autumn evening, a knock came at Eliza's door. A young woman named Anna stood 
trembling on her doorstep, her eyes filled with fear and despair. She had heard of Eliza's 
mystical powers and had travelled far to seek her help. Anna's son, a frail and sickly boy, was 
fading fast, and no doctor had been able to offer a cure. 

Eliza welcomed Anna into her humble cottage, where the smell of dried herbs and simmering 
potions hung in the air. She listened intently to Anna's story and examined the boy with a gentle 
touch. With a knowing nod, she began mixing herbs and chanting ancient incantations, her 
fingers moving with a grace born of years of practice. 

Days turned into weeks, and the boy's health slowly began to improve. Anna watched in awe as 
her son's colour returned, and his laughter once again filled the house. Grateful tears filled her 
eyes as she embraced Eliza, who simply smiled and whispered, "The forest has its own magic, 
my dear." 

News of Eliza's miraculous healing abilities spread like wildfire through the village, and soon, 
she found herself tending to the sick and the troubled day and night. The Cunning Folk of 
Pendle Forest rallied around her, assisting in their own unique ways—some were skilled in the 
art of divination, while others crafted charms and amulets to ward off malevolent spirits. 

But as the Cunning Folk's fame grew, so did their enemies. Rumours of witchcraft began to 
circulate, and soon, whispers turned into accusations. The local authorities, spurred on by fear 
and ignorance, sought to put an end to the Cunning Folk's practices, believing them to be in 
league with dark forces. 

One fateful night, a mob gathered outside Eliza's cottage, torches blazing and hatred in their 
eyes. They accused her of being a witch and demanded her arrest. Eliza knew that her only 
chance was to use her cunning skills to turn the tide of suspicion away from her and her fellow 
Cunning Folk. 

She stood before the angry crowd, her voice calm but filled with authority. She explained the 
true nature of their craft—the centuries-old tradition of healing, protecting, and serving the 
community. She emphasized that they were not witches but guardians of the old ways, using 
their knowledge for the betterment of all. 

Eliza's words resonated with the villagers, many of whom had experienced the compassionate 
aid of the Cunning Folk. Slowly, the anger in their hearts began to wane, and they dispersed into 
the night, leaving Eliza and her community in peace. 

From that day forward, the Cunning Folk of Pendle Forest continued their work, safeguarding 


the ancient traditions of folk medicine and magic. They remained a beacon of hope, a wellspring 
of healing, and a source of wisdom in a world that often feared the unknown. And through their 
craft, they proved that the true magic of Pendle Forest was not found in spells or curses but in 
the power of unity, compassion, and the enduring spirit of community. 

By Donald Jay 


